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This may become our greatest 
crime against all of poor 
humanity and thus, what we 
will most have likely have to 
answer for on the Last Day of 
Judgement, we are starting to 
deeply regret the brilliant idea 
of introducing Emil to the 
world of Social Media. 

As a publishing company, 
please understand we are 
filled with remorse and we do 
not, in any way, take this 
matter lightly or attempt to 
dismiss it lightly given what 
has become the sheer and 
ever increasing volume of ugly 
complaints, more than a few 
foul death threats, bad YELP 
Reviews and even a rather 
poorly assembled letter bomb 
that was left on our front 
door, the other morning 
(although, this might have 
actually been from Emil) 

So, we decided to chronicle 
this debacle before we are all 
deplatformed. 

Seine LaGone 


ATTENTION CAMPERS: 


To all of fellow warriors in the 
battle over untruth, to all of 
my fellow travelers who share 
in the belief in the ancient 
Mantra of Hell, 

“The Truth is the Truth!” 

and please allow me a few 
moments of your time to 
share with all five or six of my 
most eternal fans, my most 
steadfast supporters and the 
core of the actual buyers of 
my books; | was not to have a 
say in the assembly of this 
edition as WWWG said that | 
have already reeked the 
whirlwinds of mass, literary 
arts destruction and have 
personally brought about the 
near economic collapse of 
WWWG Productions Ltd. 

| was at first faltered by their 
comment(s) that | had, alone 
and totally all by myself, done 
something that no one had 
done before, in bringing the 
Internet together...Then, they 
added, “against you!” 

| said “UHH???” 
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Truly, is this not our purpose in life to crest this 
hill, return to the beaches and set torch to our 
ships before marching inland with Cortes... 

You can never go back... 

Tom Wolfe was so correct... 

Always, we must decide to march off forward, 
Never can we retreat into the safe comfort of our 
past... 

Live for today... 

Live in this very moment, 

The past is dust and if you continue to live in that 
graveyard, you can have no future... 

Such random, these are troubling and utterly 
strange thoughts, 

Are they not? 

Maybe, 4 am is way much too early to stop 
drinking! 

Waitress!!! 

Kindly bring us another boitle.. 

Cuban Rum... 

not that Damn cheap, distilled PR junk $S!#$!!/#$ 


TRULY, IS THIS NOT OUR PURPOSE IN LIFE... 
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Was that really on the menu?? 
Imagine that?? 

Does that come with soup or salad?? 
What was that called again?? 
Really, they call it that... 
Uhh??? 

Hey...is that big guy back there, 
is he the chef??? 
Sensitive, is he??? 
Really??? 

Bad tempered, too??? 

Never mind... 

Bring my friend here another... 
Sent my regards to the chef for this 
masterpiece... 

Can you put this on my friend's card 
as | need to go the bathroom... 
where is it??? 

I'll be right back.. 
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Her mother noted that her daughter cannot be 
kept in due subjection, either by gifts or kindness, 
or correct conduct, or the greatest services, or the 
laws of morality, or by the terror of punishment, for 

the gods specifically made her brave and bold... 
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Today on this anniversary, Tiananmen Square's brave 
generation of lost Heroes are neither lost or forgotten... 
The battle for freedom continues, it rages on against all 
odds, regardless of all the misguided, the evil villains to our 
corporate fate and by the numerous setbacks faced by 
those who dare care to recall...who still rally to the cause... 
Someday, the battle will be won not in battle but with a 
whimper, the grasping last breathes of the Old Guard and 
on that day we will all be free to speak freely on the 
Internet...oost on Facebook without fear of censure and 
even arrest... 

Today on this anniversary, Tiananmen Square's brave 
generation of lost Heroes still remains buried deeply, 
entrench strongly, in the history books regardless of how 
many revisions and spins their legacy receives... 

Let us recall all of those who went missing, to all those who 
stood in true belief of Mao's words 

"Revolution starts with one man standing up and saying 
NO!" 

Yes, raise your glass, shack you fist in honor of the many 
who were lost, but, never forget that they are still, very 
much in our hearts and still are mentioned in more than a 
few of our random prayers... 

Never very far off page one of our memories. 
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Next week or so back to Singapore... 
Current project went sideways rather 
quickly, after many death threats and 
offers of long-term imprisonment, 
even WWWG gave up...even to the 
extent that they claimed to have never 
heard of me... 
Finally, with my ever present, silver 
: tongue of persuasion, they (the 
; immigration officers) wrote me off as a 
y=, very troubled, angry old man and at 
that point, they quickly showed me to 
the backside of immigration's non- 
working, sliding doors... 

| am now free to quickly. they did 
kindly suggest with all due post-haste, 
to depart before they advise several 

important officials (warlords) who 

claim insult(s) by me... 

They kindly offered to give me a 
running, head-start before they would 
advise them (the warlords) that | am 
no long under their protection(s) due 
to my apparent and numerous mental 
health issues. 


| very much DO NOT 
appreciate the third-class bus 
ticket that WWWG telexed me 
and only after making it very 
clear that if | would happen to 
run into any of the parties who 
now seemingly are wishing me 
harm, | would make it very clear 
that | work for Seine and his 
willing minions of evil, swine 
accountants tugs (the ones who 
seriously sent me a bus ticket 
for an emergency evac) that he 
surrounds himself with these 
days... 

After that testy and rather 
animated exchange, a super 
economy flight ticket was 
Fed-Xed me... 

They have Fed-X here? 

Who would have figured? 
What next? 

Starbucks? 
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Recently, | had a free afternoon and an extra 500 Baht, | was 
in the neighborhood and the Grand Palace was again open 
to the public, so | put my money down, rented a pair of long 
pants from a nearby vendor (as the Palace has 

a very strict dress code and seems that cargo shorts and 
Nikes were ano no) and started to wonder about the giant 
campus of the palace grounds. 

In the past, | could always count on a nice, peaceful visit. 
Even back in the day, there were large crowds but, there 
was a sense of calm and | also could sit down. 

What had changed? 

The change was not so much the number(s) of people as 
there have always been large crowds. 

These new crowds were different, they were noisier, ruder 
and they no longer saw this as a place of worship but, as a 
tourist trap much like a low rent Disneyland. 

There must have been 10,000 Chinese tour groups, many of 
them what they call “Zero Baht” tours which means that 
means that the tour operators are Chinese, they only hire 
Chinese agents and only visit Chinese owned businesses 
and food cafes, all of which give the proper kickbacks to the 
tour operators. 

The process is self contained with no money going to help 
the local economy and which is why these “Zero Baht” tours 
are so hated by the locals. 
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Share the wealth does not apply here and it has left many 
local, tourist related merchants on the razor’s edge of 
having to close up shop and start collecting plastic bottles at 
the train station. 

Everywhere, there was yet another Chinese tour group 
trying to outdo the next in rude comments, in seeing who 
could shout the loudest...causing just as much disruptions as 
they could....you could see, they were really trying their 
collective best! 

There were several Chinese ladies that | saw washing their 
feet with the temple’s supplied drinking water and several 
more doing the same in one of the fountains. 

OK! Campers! 

| hear you! 

How did | know that they were really Chinese? 

Am | just being a racist, an Anti Chinese Lobbyist with the 
intent of bad mouthing the future leaders of the world? 

| know they were Chinese as when | asked them to be 
respectful as this was a place of worship, they told me to 
piss off because they are Chinese and that they were 

free to do anything. 

“OK!” 

Not being the type of person to go softly off into the night, | 
went to find one of the many security guards that patrol the 
area to complain as to this rude behavior. 
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| complained in Thai, pointed out the offences and the 
security guard smiled but at the same time, he shock his 
head that there was nothing he could do... 

“They are Chinese...they are off limits, Friend” 

“Whatz???” 

He explained in hushed tones that the Chinese represent big 
donations to all the temples and it was basically, they were 
told to stand down, walk away if the offenders were with a 
Chinese Tour Group. 

“If you got a stinky backpacker or a loud mouth Russian, | 
would be on them in a heartbeat...and | would be praised by 
my commander for executing my duty properly...” 

The media strives on stoking the flames amongst the 
common folks and never day goes by where there is not yet 
another example of Chinese Tourists running amok, 

peeing on temple walls, destroying bathrooms and it was at 
one point so bad, the temples in Chaing Rai (the very north 
of Thailand in what was once the Golden Triangle) 

had for a time banned Chinese Tour Groups and only after 
much politics, did they agree to build separate bathroom 
facilities for the Chinese at places like the White Temple in 
Chaing Rai. 

Sorry to get off on the tandem but, everywhere | go (here in 
Asia...Central Asia and even now, Africa) there are Chinese 
everywhere and their behavior is the same. 
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The same attitude that they are Chinese and the rest of us 
have better know our place or else...economics and money 
(investment seed money) rules and by the sure volume of 
Chinese money floating around, here in the second and 
third world...Maybe we should? 

The world use to make fun of the Ugly American Tourist (I 
might have been one) but, | think in the not so distant 
future, the locals will look back fondly on America and truly 
miss us...but, by then, it will be far to late and the Chinese 
will completely own the world... 

To add insult to the blame Campers, it will be on us all. 
There will be plenty of blame to spread around between us 
and the locals and when we wake up to that day, to the day 
that the Chinese called in all of the trillions of dollars in 
loans after the locals can no longer make those outrageous 
balloon repayments. 

See the Chinese have been extremely smart, they have 
combined the Japanese vision of a Commonwealth of Asia 
with the most draconian measures of English Mercantilism 
to produce a brilliant business plan to world conquest and 
domination. 

Where the Japanese tried to impose it at the sharp point of 
a Samurai sword, massive armies and global war that lead to 
their stunning defeat in 1945, the Chinese who had for 
several hundred years been trained, tutored and inspired 


Emil West 
a Rising star - 
MY SUNDAY AT THE WAT... 


By Emil West 
Canon 80D 24mm F2.8 Shot @ F8 


ia 


LOGE AE 
ae 


eve 
CS 


: ae Emil West 
Rising star - 
MY SUNDAY AT THE WAT... 
By Emil West 


by how the English gained their empire through economic 
means set forth on world conquest with bankers, lawyers 
and limited holding corporations not to mention, locals 
who are willing to do anything, sell out their nation(s) all for 
a tiny piece of the action, a slice of that Chinese Gold and 
the Chinese learned from American Industry the real 
importance of greasing that political wheel, so they look to 
these transactions as a mere, a minor business cost...which 
they commonly joke off as mere chump change. 

See, all this goodwill, trillion to invest is not FREE Money, 
they are simple high interest loans which most of these 
counties fail to see or properly overlook because they 

are too conditioned in getting these loans from America, 
Russia or the European Community’s generosity and 
willingness to forgive and write off the debt. 

The Chinese don’t and wont, as the banker wave with their 
bales of money is followed at a later date by the lawyer 
wave that litigates as the loans fall past due or worse 

a country, community, a village defaults on the loan. 

It is then, that they educate the local community to the fact 
that it was a loan and if they had read the fine print in all 
those contract, the loanee (the Chinese) has the 

right to foreclose and take direct ownership of the port 
facility, the railroad or the water treatment plants...no one 
escapes, no one gets a free ride and in the end, the 
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The Chinese own your transportation system, your natural 
resources, more or less, anything of value all without a 
single soldier, a single bomber or without much protest or 
revolutionary disruptions. 

The end result will be that Japanese vision of the Asian 
World with the Chinese at the head instead of the Japanese, 
they will own must major assists that allow 

them untethered access to raw materials with total control 
of the transportation systems to bring the raw materials 
over the Belt road to the factories in China, who will then 
manufacture all the products to sell back to all the 
Commonwealth... 

Quite brilliant! 

But, then this is how England, a little island off the coast of 
giant Europe with few resources came to dominate the 
world in the 19" and part of the 20th Centuries. 

It is basically an updated version of the same play book that 
was taught in Hong Kong Business Schools for hundreds of 
years and you can sense that they have 

learned quit well and that we need to get on board now or 
to perish economically in this Brave New Age of the Chinese 
Century. 

To insure that the Commonwealth supplies the needed raw 
materials to the Motherland and that they, in turn, are 
forced to buy only from China in much the same way that 
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the English Mercantile System worked is now being done so 
quietly, stealthy of one industry, one country at a time. 

As the English destroyed the local industrial base in each colony 
in order to insure that the locals had no option(s) but to by from 
them, they will go into a country, target 

an industry and destroy the local manufacturers by massively 
flooding the market with quality products at a price far below 
the manufacturing cost(s) of the local industry to make little a 
lone to what the local owners can afford to price their own 
products without massive losses. 

(Walmart does this). 

In a short period of time, the local manufactures are toast, 
closed or bought out by Chinese companies for mere pennies on 
the dollar... 

In Thailand this happened to the garment and fabric industries, 
once striving and flourishing in a global business and now, there 
virtual no clothes manufactured in Thailand, the once famous 
fabric manufacturing industry is all but gone, it no longer exists 
as it is much cheaper to buy Chinese Fabrics...where once, 
textiles were a major export for Thailand, today, you only find 
fabric catalogs and fabric importers. 

What little of these industries that are left, if you care to look 
(most people don’t), you will find that 90% of what is left is run 
by Chinese Shell Companies if not, just openly owned by them. 
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Welcome Campers to the dawn of the Chinese Century...get on 
board now! 

Don’t wait too long or you will be cast upon the dustbin of 
History. 

So Sorry! 

Where were we? 

Before , | so rudely shanghaied and forcible landsturm the 
conversation, trusting down my mighty wooden soapbox and 
launched a brilliant leuchtkugel of an open diatribe about 
Chinese plan for World Homogeneity without even a thought as 
to whether you had an interest or not? 

Maybe, | thought that it needed to be framed and noted so that 
ten years from now, you will say... 

“Damn that Emil called it again!” 

The world as we had grown up with and have in some form or 
another, at least partially succeeded, that we had so thrown 
ourselves into, adjusted to, that we had spent all of our spare 
time trying to better assimilate in to this brave age, a world as 
we properly knew it is about to disappear. 

Look how much things have changed just in your lifetime. 
Change is ever increasing thrown upon us, everything is rushed, 
and is pushing us forever forward, away from our cherished and 
fondly recalled norms and how the main events of our current 
age all seem merely staged to carry us to next news cycle. 
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Back in the 1970's, | had a “Futurist” a great thinker and seer 
of the future, a well noted and tenured professor, | asked him 
about the future and as to what course of action would give me 
my best advantage in the future. 

He waxed on about water (1 know) which made no sense to 
me... “Bottled Water ?” 

Who in their right mind would get anyone to invest in a plan to 
bottle water and then, sell it? 

He went on further to say that the wars in the 21st Century 
would be fought over water, access to water... 

“No doubt to bottle it...” 

Even then, | was well known for my lack of proper manners and 
my name was often mentioned in a string of observed patterns 
of my social norms like “smart ass” 

And most often, “jack ass!” 

| will stop there as the other terms, many of them are not at all 
suitable for mixed company. 

“No! Access to water and as to the coming shortage of drinkable 
water...” 

He asked me about the West Bank (Palestine) as we had just 
recently returned with many heralding tales of rude, scary 
Palestinian Taxi Drivers, and he wondered what | thought was 
the root core of the conflict between the Israelis and the 
Palestinians... 
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“It is an ancient conflict, religion and ethnic differences” | 
smartly answered and he sadly shook his head ... 

Pulling out a geology map of the West Bank and he started 
marking the Israeli Settlements and then, he went back and 
placed a cross to all of the main water, well heads in the region. 
“Do you see anything odd?” 

| studied the map and after a few moments, | saw what he was 
trying to teach me. 

Everywhere there was a well head there was a settlement or 
there was one being planned. Thus, showing very clearly that 
the Israelis had gained access to all the water rights and this left 
the local, Palestinian farmers at the mercy of the kindness of the 
Israeli settlers. 

“Future wars will be fought over access to water...” 

| look back and say... Damn, he called that one!” 

The bottle water industry is a trillion dollar industry controlled 
by a small group of secretive, corporate triads that are literally, 
as we speak, they are draining the world’s remaining aquifers 
and then, forcing people throughout the fourth/third world 

to buy their stolen water back from these greedy triads or perish 
from thirst... “Damn he called this one!” 

The most important thing | took away from his lecture was an 
added tidbit and most directly related to my initial question... 
He merely said, “Start learning Chinese!” 
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He did go on to explain that one out of every three people living 
in the world (then) were Chinese or of Chinese Ancestry. 

The business possibilities of the newly opening Chinese Market 
and the mere thought of being able to acquire 1 billion new 
customers was beyond any of the numerous thoughts of morals 
or political considerations of what one would need to do in 
order to gain this market access... 

“How many bottles of Coco Cola do you need to sell to become 
so super rich and then, you can openly and jokingly refer to 
Robin Leach’s “Life styles of the Rich and Famous” profilees as 
mere chump change, slumers?” 

“Damn, he called this one too!” 

He was amused that Americans feared China so much in those 
early days as he explained that we had no need to be concerned 
about those old guard around Mao. 

He said that they were too old, tired and had grown accustom 
to living in their Peking (now called Beijing) Mansions, being 
driven about in their Mercedes Limousines...they liked the good 
life...they weren’t the threat. 

Even then, they speculated about the return of Hong Kong to 
China in 1999 and what that would mean. 

“The real threat is after 1999 and the multi generations of Hong 
Kong Chinese flooding to a backwards China with their solid 
education in the finer points of the ruthlessness of the English 
Mercantilism and within mere years, they will run the whole of 
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China and it is this new Hong Kong Business Cadre that we 
truly need to fear!” 

He went on for a great deal of time explaining that this new 
generation will not be happy living off the carcass of Imperial 
China but, are hungry, greedy but, very talented and trained in 
the finer means of world dominance through the exercise 

of economy instead of massive armies. 

He assured us that they would transform China to be once again, 
a Great World Power and that if we wanted to be successful in 
the 21st Century... 

“You damn sure need to be learning Chinese now...as it is a 
very hard language...” 

“Damn...| think he has called yet another one!” 

In retrospect, | wish | had taken more notes... 

This wasn’t the purpose of this month’s edition but, | felt a need 
to sound the fire bell as | am confronted by the professor’s 
prophecies coming true, right before my eyes and | can now 
see that he was correct about the passing of the torch of world 
power westwards. 

He had called that to as in the 20th century we saw the center 
of world power transfer from the old world (England, France, 
and Germany) to America...In my lifetime, | have stood witness 
to the transfer of the center of power, culture and money from 
the 19th Century’s World Economic Capital of London to 

the burrows of New York. 
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In my later years, | saw how the financial and economics move 
on to Tokyo in the 1980’s (fuel by Chinese Gold and ultra stupid 
real estate prices in downtown Tokyo) and you now see it 
beginning to settle in to its new home in the Shanghai Exchange 
as China out produces America, consumes more oil and 

has more cars plus they are sitting on mountains of money 
(much of which, use to belong to us). 

The main purpose, my main commission was to tell you about 
a strange, prehistoric tale that | stumbled across while at the 
Grand Palace, here in the lovely city of Bangkok 

Or so, that was what Seine thought that he was buying... 

This tale was one that | had not heard before but, after going 
back and studying the numerous wall murals... 

“Damn, that Chinese Tour Guide (the one | had overheard) was 
right!” 

He told to his extended group of walking gaggle of routees 
about this mystical hero “The White Monkey” who was some 
kind of really kick ass, super hero long before Stan lee came 
along. Seems that he was this unsung hero of what turns out to 
be a verbal, first hand recalling of a terrible inter galactic war 
fought with advanced technologies right out of any episode of 
the History Channel’s “Ancient Aliens” which seemed to be and 
was at least, partial fought here on Earth and recorded in the 
collective memories of the earth’s primitive people. 
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Well into the long tooth of a rather nasty and muggy night...no Cuban 
Rum left at the bottom of the bottle to slightly even dull the 
realities...truths or even the feeble lies we normal try to convince and 
impress ourselves with... 
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THE EASTERN CRUSADE 


This issue was never meant to be but, after looking at it 
closely and against Emil’s strongest objections to our slight 
editing of Emil’s telling of his detention in Hong Kong for 
almost six weeks in 2018 by the Chinese Thought Police. 
The story started with us sending Emil to Hong Kong (the 
gateway to China) to do much of what you will find here in 
this edition and then, went horribly wrong (at least for Emil 
that is) and Emil simply vanished. 

We are use to Emil dropping off the radar but, after a 
couple of weeks with no deluge of unpaid hotel bills, bar 
tabs or random complaint about Emil’s rude, unprofessional 
conduct or misrepresentation(s), we became concerned 
about what had happened to Emil. 

All attempts and contact with the hotel, local authorities 
and our sources turned up a blank page. There was an 
office pool regarding Emil and the odds were in favor of him 
having insulted the wrong person and that he was 
swimming with the fish at the bottom of Hong Kong Harbor 
(five-to-one line). 

In fact, Emil had be detained (the proper word not Emil’s) 
and that they held him to investigate Emil’s comments that 
authorities considered rude or insulting of Chinese Tourists. 
Seine LaGone 
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THE EASTERN CRUSADE 

GREETINGS NOT FROM HONG KONG! 

Greeting my fellow campers and fellow travelers...it has 
been a while since we last had an opportunity to chat and 
share a park bench, it has been a rather trying time of 
defiance, where WWWG passed on my story about being 
detained in Hong Kong as they agreed with the Chinese that 
| needed an attitude adjustment and in fact, they offered to 
fly me back there for another refresher... 

In fact, | now believe that Mr. Chucky and his band of thug 
accountants that work for WWWG and who, | might note 
are of Chinese ancestry and who may have cousins in Hong 
Kong... am truly of the believe that they may have played 
an important roll in my 6 weeks of detention... 

After a detention to adjust my attitude...| dusted the 
cobwebs off my trusty, Nikon F4s and luckily, the computer 
still boots...good to go...off into the new year with no more 
wicked thoughts about Chinese Tourists in Asia...at least, 
not while in Hong Kong doing a book...those little buggers 
at the thought agency control center have a thin skin, can't 
take a joke... and can track anyone down within an hour...no 
trial. 

| just disappeared... 

Soon to be a new book...NOT! * 
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* Well not in the format nor the scope that | hoped that it 
would be and has | had hoped that | could use it to expose 
the evil reality of thought control in China and their critical 
intimidation of artists even in the safe bastion of Hong 
Kong.* 


EDITOR’S NOTE: On the advise of our legal team, 
accountant department and several long conversations 
with people that can be best explained as people 
friendly to the People’s Republic, who expressed that 
this regrettable situation would best be forgotten... 

In fact, no actual harm came to Emil...and from what 
we saw, he was rather well taken care of in his time of 
detainment and not to mention the talks of opening up 
new markets for our publications in China. 

We agreed and our legal staff axed about 30 pages of 
Emil’s unabashed ranting (no wonder they were upset) 
about the evilness of our wonderful friends in the 
People’s Republic...Yes! He is a rude dog at times! 


| am not sure if | am allowed to ever go back...what they 
gave me was in Chinese...but, | think it is a restraining order 
of some sorts... 

What a long, strange trip it has been! 
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WHY SO ANGRY? 
By Emil West 
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WELCOME BACK! 


This edition arrived badly wrapped, 
as usual, it arrived with postage due 
and seemed to be leaking some kind 
of power... 

It raise the concerns of our local 
postal authorities who suggested that 
we allow them to blow it up to be 
safe... 

Luckily, | saw what resembled one of 
Emil’s PO Drops and | kindly declined 
the offer to blow the package up... 
Had | not talked the postal authority 
down, then you wouldn’t have the 
pleasure to have this new collection 
of Emil’s consistent fascination with 
things China. 

Considering China’s bad blood with 
all things Emil, it is beyond a strange 
topic, indeed! 


SEINE LAGONE 


https://www.amazon.com/SURREND 
ERING-ANONYMITY.../... ref=sr 1-S... 
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-Waiting for the hazy redness of the approach dawn to fade and the 
morning bus to arrive before | left for home and a waiting hot, muggy 
bed... 
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By Emil West 


Waiting for the hazy redness of the approach dawn to 
fade and the morning bus to arrive before | left for 
home and a waiting hot, muggy bed...with way too 

much time on my hands, lazy to get started and work 

on the several new projects needing to be 
done...deadlines, impending datelines and even the 
money can't seem to properly motivate me...just tired, 
bored and the TV only shows CNN (which is for the 
most part, it is like so utterly unwatchable...they are 
like Bob Newhart when he first started, he only had 3 
jokes...worse yet, they only have a variation of 
one...."Donald Trump is a Russian spy"... which was 
an affront to a young man sitting next to me on the bus 
bench and waiting for the coming bus just the other 
day, here in the capital, the Russian man, more just a 
kid, was deeply insulted by CNN's running gag line and 
wondered out loud that if that was the best Mr. Putin 
could get...he should ask for the money back and then 
added in a hushed tone, he said (more so) if it was 
really true...like it is being broadcast 24/7 by the public 
criers over at CNN...old man Putin got really 
snookered, "he really got took on that deal!") and there 
is the not really so bad Russian TV Network... 


Really! 

HEY! 

RTN is somewhat classy, they even have Larry 
King...granted, he is 103 years old...but, still a class 
act! 

| remember him from back in the day...mid 
1970's...must have been over a generation ago now, 
listening to Larry on the radio... 

He was the original overnight Mister Talk Radio, 
broadcasting live on the AM dial from Downtown Miami 
Beach.... 
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| MUST HAVE SAID SOMETHING FUNNY...? 
The Mission District has its own cast of interesting 
characters. There was this young girl who seemed lost 
in some complicated thought(s) that surely did not 
factor on me staring at her...little-a-lone, trying my best 
to catch her eye and begging to figure out how | might 
be able to start a conversation, an extended, deep 
dialog about San Francisco’s Mass Transit... 
Well...you know, 
| had to start somewhere 
And like, were we already on the bus... 
Maybe, something clever or a quote from Frank Zappa 
or better... 
Yet, maybe...the old man himself... 
What would Hunter say? 
That threw me and | had to chuckle...! Knew what 
Hunter would say...but, this ain’t the Fillmore and 
this was surely not 1967. 
Although, she did have that cultist, Bohemian 
look to her and even though | was much older 
than her...there was something that drew me to 
stare and to act as if | was fifteen and about to 
ask her out for my very first date... 


‘oy Emil West 
I MUST HAVE SAID SOMETHING FUNNY...? 
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| MUST HAVE SAID SOMETHING FUNNY...? 
Courage, with the opposite sex has never been my 
strong point and to be truthful, | have not really had 
that much experience to fall back upon...| always 
came across as too much a working class bloke... 
| like that image... 
Kind of English? 
What you think? 
This debate amongst my fears of rejection mixed with 
the stupidest of my resurgent hesitation of the inner 
fifteen year old kid (inside me) that seized control of 
my ability to start a conversation with the interesting 
person sitting next to me and then, total blending into 
some weird, internal focus group...seems | was having 
a flashback to last week’s episode of Mad Men...even 
though | didn't see it...don’t have HBO... 
Finally as we were reaching my stop... 
| abandoned all hope, summed up all of my courage 
and looked her dead in the eye and made some lame 
comment on the Transit Authority and “nice the buses 
were’... 
So much for the cool dude who used to quote Frank 
Zappa, Bill Cosby or even the old man...Hunter...and 
make you believe that it was an original thought or 
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| MUST HAVE SAID SOMETHING FUNNY...? 
theory... 
Sad... 
Pit-e-full! 
What can | say...besides something stupid and lame... 
“Buses are nice” 
What was | thinking? 
As the bus slid to a stop, she turned her head towards 
me, quickly sizing me over and then, leaned in closer 
and whispered into my ear... 


“| have mace, you old @!@)!” 
| quickly got up and got off the bus... 


Damn! 
| forgot my transfer ticket! 


“Excuse me buddy, where am |?” 


Emil West 
| Rising star 
Thailand 1980...way back in my Peace Corps Years... 
Time has not improved my ability to meet women... 
Canon A1 50mm F1.2 Shot @ F8: 
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1980 Thailand 
She was not impressed that | was with the Peace Corps nor that | 
looked like a young Robert DeNiro (Deer Hunter was a hit then) and 


you could tell by her expression that | was boring her with my empty 
self-promotions and marketing...She merely told me that she already 
had a boyfriend and wasn't looking to add to her collection... 
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THE WORLD ACCORDING TO 


2019 ART SHOW: 
3rd Street Gailery 
Singapore 
MARCH 4% — 15% 2019 


WWWG Productions Ltd, Singapore 
Copyright 2019 C.E. 


3rd Street Gallery, 2019 Art Show - March 3-16, 2019 
There always come a time when, one must sit back to 
see the whole picture, to take in the fullness of what 
you are involved with and this is one of those actual 
moments for our long involvement with Emil, here at 
WWWG. 

This is the first gallery event since Emil was in Las 
Vegas, back in 2006 and even though, the time in- 
between seems to have been disappointing, it is yet 
proof that everyone gets a second chance at being a 
contender ...even Emil! 


Emil West ee 


Rising star - 
3rd Street Gallery, 2019 Art Show - March 3-16, 2019 


The bigger problem here 
was in the logistics, format 
and trying to master a 
maelstrom of technical 
issues of taking Emil from 
small format, E-Book 
prints to prime time, in the 
3rd Street Gallery here in 
Singapore. 

With crossed fingers, a lit 
candle and a mantra of 
pleading prayers for divine 
intervention; we have 
assembled the following 
show...Hope you like. 
SEINE LAGONE 
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EMIL LAND REVISITED 
By Emil West 


GREETINGS FROM THE LAND EMIL FORGOT! 

We met yet again, on these distant sands of the need 
to take my duties as Emil’s editor more serious as the 
books are starting to sell and with more readership 
comes the grammar Nazis. 

They have swiftly descended down upon me with their 
long pens of correction drawn and dripping massive 
volumes of blood red correction ink. 

Circling me, they do and in a cult like chanting mantra 
about dangling paragraphs and even more archaic 
English grammar phraseology that died in the waning 
days of the British Raj or back when people actually 
still read real books made of paper, spit and glue. 

| must admit that will have laid total waste to the written 
English Language and | am the first to complain that 
Emil is incapable of writing a complete sentence in any 
language! 

But, if you shudder at our wanton distaste for any rules 
or sentence order, you are not an Emil Fan! 

Emil writes in a spoken, conversational format that 
mirrors how Emil actually tells a story...as | always say, 
“the fleas come with the dog!” 

Seine Lagone 
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EMIL LAND REVISITED 
By Emil West 


A FOUND HOWDY DO TO ALL MY CAMPERS 
BUDS!!! 

Rarely do | feel any overwhelming or compelled need 
to raise up in defense of WWWG but, Seine and | have 
been friends for a large chunk of change during the 
past century and even though, in this new century, we 
have had a slightly rocky time after we went from being 
partners at WWWG (then, | cashed out to invest in 
lraqi Dinars -don’t start on me too...it was an 
interesting trio) and after Seine become my boss 
things have drifted us apart, mostly after he hired his 
wife’s second or third cousin to be his accountant... 
Yes! He hired Mister Chucky and everything has been 
sideways since then! 

This Mister Chucky represents everything bad that you 
have ever come to identify accountants as... 

in fact, he has turn their natural incline towards 
evilness into pure art form! 

He has achieved more havoc, created unneeded, 
senseless debuts that lends itself only to driving a 
bigger wedge in-between Seine and me that two world 
wars and countless, other adventures throughout the 
Third World never could. 
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EMIL LAND REVISITED 
By Emil West 


Thus, it was somewhat surprising that | would react 
has | am due to my concern of unjust deeds committed 
by the vicious critical attacks upon Seine by someone 
who should have never spent the three dollars (US 
FUNDS) to by one of my books and who for whatever 
reason(s) they were driven to deal with their own 
personal language grammar demons by ripping Seine 
a new one. 

REALLY? 

That is what | thought when | read the latest telex from 
WWWG about Mister Chuckie's command and by his 
rude command that | improve, instantly, that | endeavor 
to improve on my grammar skill set... 

He was shouted it all in caps! 

Shouted it...out me, he was shouting and barking 
orders like he was my new master... 

Mind you, | do not respond well to this kind of direct 
approach!! 

| was rather taken back by the crudeness and 
confounded by the rudeness of his shrill demand that | 
learn to write in English so that angry customers will 
leave Seine alone. 

My answer to him was rather short and in retrospect, 
might have bordered on being too straight forward in 
my first response. 
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| submit that on second thought, it could be seen as 
being in bad form and further thought of these events 
lead me to conclude that Seine might not get it and feel 
compelled to take Mister Chucky’s side...as Seine said 
that Mister Chucky just defending and supporting him. 
Yes, | do admit that there is the issue of my constant 
rudeness towards Chucky and | submit, that he can’t 
let go of all those times that | had pleaded with Seine 
to can (fire) him, just let him go...| offered to help him 
pack and was kind enough to bring my own boxes for 
him to pack his stuff up in... 

“A lift to the airport old boy?” 

| was always ready to offer up my kind assistance in 
helping to relocating him outside of WWWG. 

And, it is true that | might have once mentioned, 
offered the use of the old guy from New Orleans, an 
old friend to me and numerous wise guys in the local 
Italian Benefactor’s Organization... 

| might have offered to have him, discreetly, fly to 
Singapore and take Mister Chucky out to feed the 
gators... 

| loved that old guy, he was a staple down in the 
Quarter and in many ways, he was a great role model 
especially as he had tooled his trade down here for 
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over 40 years in a city where longevity is counted in 
weeks rather than years...to all of us in the younger 
generation, he was the very version of what a made- 
man was meant to be. 

| asked the old man once while we were wasting a 
couple of daylight hours in the corner booth of the bar 
as we waited for the rain to stop, | ask him to explain 
what the secret of his long career was. 

He pause, thought and then with a wink, he said, 

“No matter how many midnight ride | took out to Lake 
Pontchartrain to feed them mighty hungry gators... 
Never once did | ever look inside the trunk... 

| never did! 

That is the smart guy’s way of a long career down here 
in the Quarter...that, a wicked sense of humor and 
being able to make a jumbo so good that your momma 
would leave your daddy for me and my jumbo...” 

So, | responded to his blatant rudeness but, | assured 
that my returned Telex was formatted and executed in 
prefect, the King’s English (Wait! I’m sorry...England no 
longer has a king...) 

Opps! Man, | am really getting old!!! 
As expected, this constant war between us clouded the 
large point that | had been attempting to make. 
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The critical customer had no call to take Seine to task 
for my work...Seine may not be a natural editor but, he 
has shot the eye out of a crow at three hundred yards 
with a rusty old AK-47 after consuming half of all the 
remaining and available alcohol beverages in 
Liberia...just a note for the critic to stop and pounder 
before he resumes to overtly attack a man for whom 
English is like a third or fourth language... 

| have no excuse other than | never claimed to be a 
master of any language...| much prefer to mix-n-match, 
slice-n-dice my way through a conversation. 

So in the end, please never buy my books if you are so 
obsessed with the finer points of grammar... 

You would never be happy and at a certain point... 
You might get invited to take a trip out to feed the 
gators... 

| remember, how much easier this all was back in the 
early days, everything was done initially in French and 
we paid that cute hippy girl, you Know the one who 
lived one floor down the stairwell with the old beatnik 
dude, we paid her a bottle of wine for her old man and 
her, one franc per page to translate and type. 
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By Emil West 


Never have | been a big fan of self-promotion, | was 
always been rather hesitant to promotion or display me 
actual image and after one look at the posted pictures 
from WWWG and you will start to see my hesitation(s) 
— as | am no Russell Crow. 

Not that | am so shallow or without pride-in-self, | am 
just the opposite, | have a very high level of self and do 
take serious offence to being slighted or dismissed. 
But, | understand the sheer power of raw illusion and 
utter presumption of our mind’s imagination and have 
very well utilized used it when | ran the Used Job 
Shack to create a buzz for all of our inquisitive minds. 

| was a ghost, everyone had their own glimpses and 
thoughts of whom | might actually be...| was always 
taken in back by much of the random speculation and 
heated discussions of who this Uncle Bob really was. 
Sadly...very much with a sudden, a downwards, a swift 
kick upside my head to my ego came anytime that | 
ignored my own business plan rule and admitted that | 
was indeed, the real Uncle Bob. 

Most if not all expressed some form of disbelieve and it 
was almost a universal sense of disappointment as | 
was nowhere near the image that their mind had 
created. 
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Furthermore, | have a rather common face and have 
on numerous occasions been openingly accused of 
being my own doppelganger that or maybe, it is that 
Nichols Cage thing, have | (too) been reincarnated 
many times or am | really a vampire too? 

| read the whole theory in a recent story in the National 
Inquirer. 

So, it was against all of my better senses when 
WWWG decided to start liberally inserting my image 
on the website but, | was overruled and told that it was 
way above my own personal pay grade to have any 
input or to express a preference. 

Flash forward six months, | am hanging out in the 
lobby of my fabulous, one-star flop house hotel 
(WWWG’s most generous expense accounts) when 
several really tough, gangster looking thugs but who 
turned out to be Hong Kong un-uniformed, thought 
police from some un-named state agency approached 
me and directly, without even a “Hello,” threw me to the 
ratty, indoor—outdoor astro turf that the hotel called 
advent grad carpeting, handcuffed me, stuck a shack 
of over my head and lead me outside and into a 
waiting van. 
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For a long time, | was puzzled by what | had done, who 
| had insulted and most importantly, how they could 
find me in a hotel buried deeply in a 1950’s industrial 
park. 

The last question sparked my curiosity and after much 
research (after release) | ran across several expos of 
how China was a big investor in face recognition 
technology. 

Face recognition technology? 

Interesting? 

Was there a connection? 

| believe that there was a direct link. 

One article that my research found actually quoted a 
random, un-named Chinese Official as saying that they 
had in combination with their massive investment in 
CCTV, he said that they could track down anyone in 
even a city as big as Hong Kong within 10-15 minutes 
and can have them in a holding cell within an hour... 
Thinking back to the fact that WWWG pasted (and 
continues to paste) my pictures throughout my 
websites and it was clear how they used these 
snapshots to find me and make me a senior poster 
child to illustrate the very point that the un-named 
Chinese Official was trying to convey... 
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If my cousin Perry had not been disbarred last year 
after a nearly 40 year battle with the Southern District 
Court over his misadventures...What most honest legal 
reviewers called “his most brilliant/creative legal work” 
for Western Savings back in the days of Savings & 
Loans Crisis, | would sue WWWG and his evil, minions 
of accountants headed by the king of swine, Mr. 
Chucky, for every penny, pesos or dinars that they 
have stashed away in random, un-numbered bank 
accounts in the Cayman Islands. 

Further readings suggest that when they capture your 
photo at the airport, they are running it through a series 
of very powerful Craig super computers (happily 
supplied by the American Manufacture) and combined 
with this Super version of face recognition software, 
they properly and can quickly scan all social media 
(who some recognize as the handy work of yet another 
American Company like a Google styled 
organization...not me saying this but, that is what | 
have heard and read) to establish a “citizen” suitability 
file. 

| assume that this is where they found my comments 
about how rude and disrespectful that Chinese Tour 
Groups displayed...which they somehow took offence 
to. 
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As | was never really told why | was being held 
(detained was their terminology they used as it has a 
very different legal meaning than that of being 
held/arrested — as even in China, | would have more 
rights than when | am detained, where | have none) 
but, this is the only thing that makes any sense... 

The more | ponder this Brave New Age, where 
technology has outstripped our ability to protect our 
freedoms, where our very ability to live free is reduced 
to a bad deep state joke and seeing that already, we 
are already up there on center stage of a government 
controlled peep show (monitor #34) and very much like 
in the movie, “Majority Report.” 

Increasing, we now live on the edge, the crucible of 
fear, were we rightfully need to fear that some 
government sanctioned agency (contractor — as to not 
have any actual government liabilities) will exceed their 
mandate(s) and become increasing pro-actively in 
taking us out before we actually have an opportunity to 
break the law... 

“You were thinking of doing it...” 

Or worse yet, even when you are merely just thinking 
about the need to express or exercise your rights to 
freedom of speech; better keep that “shit” to yourself 
and think more than a few times about the urge to 
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merely voice any of your non-PC drivel or sub-rank 
opinions. 

So much for that negative Yelp Review you have been 
planning to drop on the Hong Kong Tourist Authority! 
There may well come a day in the not distant future , 
when, we will wished that we had paid attention to 
this...but, then, it will be far too late! 

OH! Wait! 

Already Dudes and Duddettes! 

| always thought that Will Smith was excellent in 
“Enemy of the State” and that movie was a thriller and 
downright scary if we hadn't been able to dismiss it as 
only a scary Sci-Fi Movie instead of being a avenger of 
cultural dread, the Nostradamus of the age that we are 
witnessing the dawn of... 

Orwell like Nostradamus, he bloody well Knew that this 
was coming...the plans had already been laid out and, 
that they were just waiting for the technology — which 
had not yet arrived when he wrote his bell weather 
warning book, “1984.” 

He took the time and tried in such vain to warn us in 
verse, it is ashame we dismissed him as just a Civil 
servant turned fiction author. 
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After all the initial anger, the utter shock of being 
thrown into the back of a police van and generally, 
after working through serious thoughts of revenge, the 
first thing that you notice is time. 

Time starts to take on many different shades of 
meaning... 

“Time, Time, Time, See what has become of me — as | looked 


around for my possibilities...1 was too blind to see...” 
- Paul Simon 1967 


Time becomes both friend and enemy...sometimes, it 
becomes both at once and as | always said “to have 
time to stop and think, is a terrible evil...a bad vice, 
gladly deprived to the common working man — who has 
no time for such silliness...” 

The greatest power for the prison masters Is that of 
simple “uncertainty” and they are truly masters of 
keeping you so, like, totally off balanced by never 
saying a word, never more than a strained but stern 
expression that makes you wonder yet more... 

Once your our mind actively mingles, mixes and 
patches together both time with that of uncertainty; you 
become a helpless but, moldable subject for them to 
render utterly manageable, controllable and 

with time, who you are, is lost. 
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After the initial shock, after working through all the 
confusion and given some time to survey my new 
surrounds, | am still puzzled as this is far from what | 
would have imagined, | never would have envisioned 
any of this. 

This is not a single closet sized room with a single 10 
wait light bulb flickering over my head in a certain 
frequency intended to mess with or take control of my 
mind; instead, this is a spacey, Summer camp styled 
room with numerous bunks and matching foot lockers 
(even though we are not allowed any personal items to 
put in it). 

The room is brightly lit by several large, what they use 
to call picture windows...granted these windows are 
securely bared but not with traditional bars that you 
would imagine — these are more decorative and 
somewhat, rather stylish...looking at them day-in-day- 
Out, give you time to truly appreciate the artist 
craftsmanship on display here. 

The room seems to be a transit facility as detainees 
come and go on a regular basis, sometimes nearly full 
and at other times, | am virtually alone in this huge 
room... 
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So, | decided to build a fort — which in retrospect, might 
have not been my smartest move, as it was not will 
received! 

Seems that they took offence to the fact that | was 
having too much fun and fun is defiantly not allowed... 
No! 

Not here Comrade Campers! 

Listen, | did discover that when you combine four or 
five of these feather mattresses together, you have one 
of the most comfortable beds that | have ever slept 
on...much better than any Hilton Hotel mattress that | 
ever slept on! 

Now with my fort totally dismantled and the feather 
mattresses returned to their proper bunks, | must admit 
that | was bummed out! 

There are rarely any conversations even when the 
holding cell began to fill. | understand the various 
reason for this...who knows if your bunk mates are 
really fellow detainees or spies sent in to listen to your 
conversation(s). 

Most people would fear this but, you know me...I walk 
up to people and start confessing to odd or random 
events and crimes...| was there on the grassy mound 
in Dallas that day in 1963...OH! Yes, | was! 


| 
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She never even thought to whisper a rumor or spread any of 
the lies you so boldly told to all who listened...She so silently — 
stood and always was there to listen... 
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EDITOR’S NOTE: We were delighted to receive this 
new edition to Emil’s latest work. Last we saw (heard 
from) Emil, there was the issue of the lawsuits and the 
actual restraining order to prevent Emil’s return to hell. 
Then there was the nasty issue of demons and angels 
picketing the adjoining book signing at the Tucson 5 
and dinner... 

Given this turn of events, it was fitting that Emil would 
have to entertain other alternatives for eternal 
retirement and it was only a matter of time before Emil 
showed up in Southern India. 

In order to curry favor, Emil has taken 99 steps toward 
Nirvana (or in this case, Nirvanana as the actual name 
is copyrighted and we couldnt secure the proper 
licensing rights...) and has respectfully, declined to 
overthrow Nirvana. 

We hope that you will enjoy this new collection and buy 
multiple copies because as Charlie (our accountant) 
reminds me, Emil does owe us an extensive amount of 
money. 

Due to this fact, we are happy to receive, publish and 
promote anything from Emil that might help us recoup 
some of our lost. 

If you are reading this Emil...keep them coming! 
Seine LaGone 
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| was totally like bummed out when Seine telexed me 
to say | didn’t have the right to use the term “Nirvana.” 
It isn’t a religious thing but the word...the term...is 
copyrighted by the former grunge, a 1990’s band by 
the same name...and for some reason (actually their 
representatives faxed me an itemized list of... 

Well... 

Let's just say it was multiple pages...times or 
occasions that | had pestered Courtney Love... 

OK! 

Yes, they may have used the word “stocking” but, what 
can | say...| am a fan!) 

Needless to say, | seem to be hitting the bad luck top 
ten recently (with a bullet) but, this really hurt... 

| have been a big supporter of Courtney and | am 
rather sad that she would see it for anything other than 
what it was... 

lam a fan... 

| am not shy to say that “Pacific Coast Highway” is the 
greatest song ever pinned. 

Anyway! 

Back to the intro... 
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Saturday, January 15, 2016 at 11:40am 

(Central Asia Telex Cable Service) 

It was early in yet another dawn somewhere out in the 
extreme wilds of the ancient Caravan Routes that 
crisscrossed the Former Soviet Domains of Central 
Asia...another boring day of book signings (organized 
by Charlie at WWWG Productions) and yet another 
picture of me with all the local, grunge youths and an 
occasional picture of me riding with them on their 
father’s yak. 

Every day starts at the ungodly hour of the break of 
day, with cross-gender chickens crowing like they were 
roasters, an occasional passing tank, always angry 
store owners scolding me in some, god only knows, 
unknown dialect (but always translated by the local 
bandit that WWWG had hired to take care of the money 
here locally) always something about | am lazy for 
getting to their market stand so late (6:30 AM)... 
Blaw...blaw... 

Always something about they were not gonna pay 
because half their customers have already left the 
market and then, having to read the latest in a series of 
telexes from Seine or Charlie’s (that evil accountant 
thug!) saying that | (personally) owe them 
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them more money than Michael Jackson did his 
creditors before he died and that | better get on the ball 
and get out to these market stands early. 

The days virtually end even more quickly as the 
surrounding cliffs start blotting out the last rays of a 
retreating sun by somewhere around (like) noon. 

With the sun's departure and the lack of anything that 
could be mistaken to be electricity, the heat of the day 
fades into a ripping, nip of the freezing northerly winds 
that come whipped down into the canyons from out of 
the distant, snow-capped mountains...bringing a 
shudder and chill to even the hardiest of bones due 
mostly to lack of blankets or many times walls to 
shelter us from the winds ... 

Hunkering down is strongly recommended by the local 
mosily because the night belong to the bandits and 
thieves...much as in the times of Alexander... nothing 
seems to change in this part of the world...the last, 
great open frontier...a place where men still live free 
and stay alive based upon their wits...right!?! 

To be truthful it totally sucks... 

Give me a Holiday Inn or even a Hotel Six... 

Any time! 

Is the mini-bar covered by WWWG? 
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Dateline: The Middle of Nowhere... 

The winds here seem to be constantly blowing and the 
monstrous tonnage of dust it continually kicks up forms 
a not so fine layer of dust that coats and covers 
everything and everyone. 

In a way, itis a great equalizer as it reduces everyone, 
regardless of their status or wealth, to the same gritty 
mess here in what my old geography teacher... 

Mr. Smith (no...really! That was his name...he did look 
a little like Jimmy Steward...but...he had never made 
to Washington D.C. | really would be surprised if he 
had every traveled any more than a couple hundred 
miles away from his birthplace and home in Southern 
Arizona...) use to call Central Asia. 

The how's and whys of my sad, current state of affairs, 
| would rather not dwell on it any great detail other than 
to curse old Chucky Boy (the evil accountant from 
WWWG Productions and his daily telex to explain how 
much money | still owe WWWG) who said... 
“Boy...this will be fun!” 

YA...and | wish he was here to share it!!! 
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As we have talked in the past...everything looks 
beautiful in fotos, from behind air conditioned rooms on 
the seventh floor and (what | discovered much earlier 
in what now seems a previous lifetime) is most 
impressive when viewed from the back seat of a 
Mercedes Town Car. 

Things only lose their appeal and get unpleasant once 
you are cast out and down into the nitty gritty of the 
real world. 

From a seventh floor vantage point, Katmandu 
beckoned and oozed character and charm...once 
down at street level, out-n-about in the vast sea of 
taxis and...roaring motor scooters...out pressing the 
flesh with the millions of people huddled in the ruined 
remains of a city that most people wish to only 
remember ...tries to recall... dreams of that charming 
little mountain town overrun with hippies, spiritual 
gurus and a maze of alleys leading to a secret garden 
or temple mound or they elect to remember a personal 
experience or two down on Freak Street, back in the 
1960's. 

The reality is that city no long exists, it has been 
replaced by a large, gritty industrial city with no roads 
and a helpless political situation of a 1001 political 
parties...if only they were Dalmatians... 
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Almost every place that | have traveled in the past year 
has helped to re-inforce this stark image of the world 
and not being on the gold card tour has forced me into 
the realness of how the common man scrapes by ina 
world where what little pleasure and resources are 
being snapped up the elite...what American refer to the 
one-percenters...what little that they couldn't sweep up 
and waste...anything not tied down or worth 
something, is long gone...like the Old Chinese 
Republic Tai Pans running from Mao way back 
when...after the revolution and Mr. Marcos when he 
fled to Hawaii after being overthrown...they only thing 
that got left behind was his wife’s massive shoe 
collection — which the new Pilipino Government turned 
into a museum...it is well worth the 20 pesos 
admission price...a good way to kill an afternoon... 
Yea! 

It is that big... 

You get the point... 

| hope... 

Campers! 

There ain't much being left for us and our brothers and 
sisters (although most would go out of their way to 
explain that they have no kinship to me). 
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Nothing but scraps, bad water or no water (the fat cats 
bottle it and sell it back to the people they stole it from 
at a price that is up to three times higher than petro...) 
and | would love to say that the list was long but, in 
reality, it isn’t...there is not that much left. 

Everywhere, | see massive amounts of idle people 
standing on street corners...trying desperately to scrap 
together enough pesos to bring bottled water home as 
their well water tastes like oil and chemicals... 

| truly don’t know how much longer, we can hold this 
mess together... 

One final gripe before | get off my soap box and return 
to the narrative of this story... 

| promise, at least for now! 

In the few places that | have been where humanity has 
not overrun and set up squatter camps, strip-mined or 
set up a local franchise of Seven-Eleven, in these 
places of postcard beauty, | have discovered that God 
booby-trapped it with an army of poisonous bugs, 
angry animals with serious attitude issues and an 
endless array of other things to make you think twice 
about moving into the neighborhood. 
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Anyway! 

Never mind...as you are either a true believer and 
have actually read this far...| am amazed if that’s 
true...if not, you quit reading back at Katmandu. 

Let me be polite...political or otherwise...and say, 
Central Asia sucks the big one and if anyone ever tells 
you any different they either have not been here or are 
trying to sell you a timeshare, somewhere in this God- 
Forsaken land. 

| mean...| am sorry but, if you have actually seen one 
yak and...truthfully...you have seen them all. 

Again, if any one tells you otherwise they have spent 
way too much time with yaks and | would seriously 
keep them far away from any small children or animals 
in the neighborhood...just a word to the wise! 

Thirty days into this endless series of book signing 
events at what seems every market crossroads here in 
Central Asia and they all blur...it comes down to old 
women selling prettified vegetables, yak milk and 
cheese along with the billions of other products that 
they make out of these poor yaks... 

There are always a small group of mustached, older 
guys sitting around with nothing more to do other that 
drink yak sweeten, almost coffee (teas) while trying to 
look all badass with their little fake rhino-horned 
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horned daggers (rhinos are almost gone and only 
those rich yahoos in the backseat of those Mercedes 
with the black-tinted windows that parade and cruse up 
and down the three or four miles of paved roads in the 
capital...only they can now afford such a pleasure) 
hanging from their Russian Army Surplus web belts 
and occasionally spitting on the ground to emphasis a 
point that was lost on me with my limited knowledge of 
their local dialects. 

Then there are all of your grunged out, rebellious 
youngster ......each of them wearing cheap, imitation 
blue jeans imported from India or China now and this 
extremely bizarro fashion, they wear a rather strange 
selection of American (thrift store collection) 1970-90’s 
tee-shirts sold to them by some real and true local 
entrepreneurs who seem to have a cousin who moved 
to Cleveland (legal or not? It ain’t my call!) and 
discovered the Goodwill Stores Inc. 

The new American Cousins are stripping the thrift 
stores across America and are shipping them back 
home by cheap, boat mail parcels (a proud shout out 
to USPS!) to feed this growth market of dressing the 
upcoming revolutionary elite of this or that local area. 
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They all can be a sight to see...coming into that market 
and the grunge youth are parading around in their 
Sunday best...their “Boys to Men” or “Metallica” tee- 
shirts. 

It would have brought a sad tear to Michael Jackson’s 
eyes (sorry...but, | got that joke from a local gay 
guy...they have...go figure...as being gay here is not 
any kind of correct...they kill you!) 

They don't know who | am...most don't care... 

The old guys mumble something about CIA and the 
youngsters dig this old fart in a tied-dyed tee-shirt with 
the funny picture books... 

Well...it must be near sunrise... 

Omar (the local thug...sorry...he prefers to be referred 
to as a bandit... Thank God, no one ever taught him 
about Zorro) is pounding on the tent door (funny...the 
door part...you have to be here...it is an insider’s joke) 
and is yelling out in broken English (I think it’s English) 
that Mr. Charlie and Mr. Seine will be very upset if | am 
not down in the market in just ten minutes... 
Then...those damn, cross gender chickens start up 
crowing like they were rosters...I tried to talk to them 
about this...! must admit that | did bring the concept 
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bring the concept of “KFC” into the conversation about 
their toning down this morning racket...now they crow 
all day long! 

This is my life...1 need to find a way out of here...there 
is got to be a way...funds remain an issue...it is really 
hard to hustle a few pesos...dinars, 
whatever...especially with Omar as WGGG's bagman. 
| would jump a yak in the middle of the night but, these 
guys take to strangers doing this much as they did in 
the old American West with horse thieves...except they 
dont hang you...they still use the ancient Mongolian 
methodology of crime suppression...they tie each hand 
and leg to a horse and the four riders ride off in 
separate directions...yes, at the same time...if they 
were more western...they would drag me behind a yak 
for a couple of miles first...thank goodness, none of 
them have cousins whom settled out in West Texas. 
So, as | started this report...it ends the same...light a 
candle, say a prayer that | will be able to fold my tent 
and fade off into the sunset... 

Maybe to a nice Holiday Inn...electricity, hot water and 
a mini bar! 
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EDITOR’S NOTE: 

Our field representative has verified that no chickens 
were harmed. WWWG Productions does support 
transgender rights be it with chickens and/or rosters. 
WWWG does not share nor support any of Emil’s 
Opinions —as they reflect Emil’s own opinion(s) ONLY! 
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Remember, science without understanding is of little 
use; indeed, understanding is superior to science, 
and those devoid of understanding perish as did the 
persons who revivified the tiger. 
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That old hat become her signature and she was wearing it 
proudly the night that Frank’s wife showed up and 
recognized that hat as the one she had given him for 
Christmas and the fight was on...Frank smartly ducked 
out early, headed back to the docks and the safety of the 
Sea Horse...a faded, long boat built for rum running... 
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Jak Black was a creepy little fellow, some said he was a 
defrocked priest wanted for murdering his expecting lady 
gal back in St. Louis or there about...others say, he was a 

failed Hollywood star, washed up when talkies came 
in...there were a few of them around...he mostly kept to 
himself while nursing a single drink all night long... 
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Minnie was never far off page one on my daily 
thoughts and being away from her stole a little of my 
soul, daily... Many times, I swore to raise the monies to 


return to her or pay, maybe, for her passage to Havana 
but, something always interrupted and stopped me... 
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CLASHING CULTURES... 
By Emil 
Nikon D300, 24mm F2.8 Shot @ F8 


Juan DeSantos was a right proper minister and they said 
a true “shaker and mover” here in Havana but, more 
importantly he was Carlos’ childhood friend and a main 
reason why the authorities never enforced any health or 
safety regulation violations and over the years, they were 
staggering...pray for Minister DeSantos’ health. 
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Finally. some will 
say it is for the 
better...my pepe 

: annual — 
haircut...the ae 
has been done... 
Still, |shed a 
bitter- sweet tear 
for my poser | locks 


of defiance to 
growing up... 


"Too much, dude!! 
Itis just a 
haircut... 


To which | QUICKLY 
RESPONDED in 
kind... 
"Don't be a 

hater..." 
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TRAVELING ABOUT NORTHERN THAILAND 1980 - 1982 
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TRAVELING ABOUT NORTHERN THAILAND 1980 - 1982 i 
Canon A1, 50mm F1.2 shot @ F8 ! 
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TRAVELING ABOUT NORTHERN THAILAND 1980 - 1982 
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TRAVELING ABOUT NORTHERN THAILAND 1980 - 1982 
Canon A1, 50mm F1.2 shot @ F8 
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Canon A1, 50mm F1.2 shot @ F8 


\\Y) 


LOSS 


LS) 


By Emil 
TRAVELING ABOUT NORTHERN THAILAND 1980 - 1982 
Canon A1, 50mm F1.2 shot @ F8 


a oy) 


a] —~ 
< Sy, 
ee / ‘s 


YY 


Ne 


| 


& 


By Emil 
TRAVELING ABOUT NORTHERN THAILAND 1980 - 1982 
Canon A1, 50mm F1.2 shot @ F8 
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| was sitting in our favorite pub — 
which | will fail to name as Seine 
and the rest of us regular 
patrons would prefer it to stay 
that way... 
| am sure the pub owner would 
be extremely upset by my lack of 
a courteous promotion as he 
sees all of us as undesirables, 
sad-sack deplorables with no 
sense of decency to do right by 
him and that each of us 
processes too fat a bar tab — 
which, given our current 
economic resources, he may 
never see a profit... 
| was reading Facebook 

Messages for our web page and 

a couple of messages took me 

back... 

This new story seems like it is a 
good story teaser but, DAM! | 
needed to get a dictionary to 

look up all of these phrases you 

peppered into the story... 


14 


| looked some up and it was 
interesting but, it took a lot of 
work and thought that | normally 
dont need to get your usual 
postings...” 
This was the general consensus 
on the story you just read 
(| assume you read) 
and | like totally agree with all 
the kind readers who took the 
time to comment... 
See...this story was written back 
in the early 1980's and in the 
days, | was attempting to 
become the next Max 
Kailua...based upon real events 
but, with a need to “save my 
skin” from some serious, bad 
people who didn't want the story 
told, | hid it very well...none of 
them were ever the smarter that 
| exposed their mass genocide, 
murder and political corruption. 


Regrettably, | did such a good 
job, that nobody ever really 
figured out the truthiness in the 
story or at least, if they did, | 
hope that they were smart 
enough to let it go, in order to 
live a happy, normal life. 
This version comes a little bit, 
somewhat more direct to a 
follow-able story line... 
Sadly, it is still not safe to come 
out with a normal Emil retelling 
of this evil event... 
Mostly, because some of these 
same butchers, they are still 
amongst the living, seemingly, 
more powerful than ever... 
There are a few of the senior 
players that wrought this human 
tragedy...who have escaped 
humanity's punishment... 
Seems like, even God seems 
uneasy to call them to evena 

final judgement. 


They walk freely amongst us, 
boldly as the power brokers that 
they went on to be and more 
than a few, took to the cloth and 
now lecture us in early morning 
mass, they tell us about 
brotherhood, the need to 
respecting your fellow man and 
an somewhat eerie call for 
universal forgiveness... 

Go figure! 

As time and decades of having 
history rewritten, mixing and 
matching with the ever changing 
social norms of each descending 
generation; the story may forever 
be lost and if recalled, it with be 
twisted, spin and dried to make a 
butcher, a murder, to make them 
a hero... 

Why don't | let this go? 

Why don't | just tell the whole 
storm without the added, 
mumbo-gumbo, all those stupid 
and pointless verbiage that only 
a Lit Major would appreciate...? 


There is no simple answer as | 

have spent all these years torn 

between what my grandmother 
taught me as a youth, 

“If you see evil and you fail to 
raise your voice in protest then, 
you are as guilty as those who 
did the deed!” with the need to, 

really, with a simple desire to 

stay alive...and like any old 
soldier, die at an extremely old 

age ina warm, soft bed with a 

young girl (a quarter of my 
age)... 

Many of you would say |ama 
coward, yet more will dismiss me 
as “Bull-Shit,” many of you will 
call me a washed up, old hack 
without the ability to write in 
proper English... 

Yet more will quickly and forcibly 
dismiss my well hidden tale as 
just another West Texas Tall 


| ae : 
4 ay XK Tales and will remind each of 


you, that the adage of any great, 
West Texas Tall Tale is that you 
don't let the truth stand in the 
way of a good story... 


Right Beto? 
OH Well! 

Make up your own mind, 
See if you can decipher the 
story, embedded in the 
dictionary, munbo-gumbo... 
Let me know what you find... 


Emil West t J 
~ Rising star 
THANK YOU FOR BEING A GOOD SOCIALIST! 


a — fy | 
She looked me in the eye, she didn’t stutter and in a new 

found sense of courage, she explained that in the most 

difficulties of the subject at hand, “it stands to common 
sense, to reason, that there are some lessons that must 
be learned in the open pursuit of the hidden, forgotten 

knowledge...” 
Who amongst us can read to us of our past? 
Who can tell us the story? 
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THANK YOU FOR BEING A GOOD SOCIALIST! 


Need | say...In a bold, straight 
face, as |am looking you 
directly in the eye, and yet, 
without the slightest 
hesitation... 

Take care, as here comes yet 
another in what seems like an 
endless string of self- 
promoting and shameless plugs 
from my other website... 

If | could pick your pocket... 

| would but, | would truly give a 
full 10% to "Save the Whales"... 
Campers... 

You are sooo...correct, without 
even a challenge from me... 

| will not tap dance around you, 
| am unable to evade or! am 
unable to duck your charge... 
"Guilty your Honor... 

But, |am a rather sick 
man...toxic...yes that too! 

Did | mention, | am white of 
the pale persuasion, also..." 

| do have no shame! 
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A NICE DAY IN SINGAPORE 
‘by Emil West 
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THE NIGHTMARES HAVE AGAIN RETURNED... 
‘oy Emil West 
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THE NIGHTMARES HAVE AGAIN RETURNED... 
-by Emil West 


Have put my newest WW1 book that | told you that | 
had started, | put it on hold, as the memories are, 
yet, they are so fresh and the nightmares have 
again returned... 

| am putting it away... 

At least for now and until | can afford another case 
of excellent Cuban Rum to wash away, erase that 
bitter taste of sweat mixed with blood dripping from 
that close call to my forehead... 

30 seconds... 

90 some years and it is as | am there... 

If you have ever faced, lived for two years, had 
death as a bunk mate; you get it... 

To all you other new age slackers and your poser 
buddies, you won't get it... 

See... 

You guys missed one hell of a story... 

Anyway...as WWWG Is always advising me, | 
should not give fuel to all those twitter trolls hanging 
out at Starbucks... 

Opps...| did it again! 

"Emil there is a guy who claims to a be a lawyer for 
Starbucks...there on line two..." 
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THE NIGHTMARES HAVE AGAIN RETURNED... 
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KA3AKCTAH PECNYBNMKACbI Boe The Republic of Kazakhstan 


ao 


To whom this may concern, 


Being of sound mind, body (I heard that...if you can’t say 


something nice, sit on your hands) but, after one too many 


imported Foster’s Beers, | did agree to let Seine publish this rather 
odd collection of my random thought, reflections and utter 


degenerate, politically incorrect mantra. 


Whether this will be fame or curse, who can say...but, | am already 
in the betting pool at 23-to-1 that this will bomb with a bullet... 


My thoughts were originally an afterthought as | was always far 
too lazy, forgetful to include individual captions as is the norm for 
travel blogs and this turned into a mechanism, a format of 
expressive freedom — as no one would really be reading anything | 
wrote...So, what did | have to lose? 


Who would have figured, some people didn’t look at the pictures 
but actually read the articles...go figure? Like, when my granddad 
said that when granny caught him reading “Playboy,” | thought 
“Oh...Ya! And pigs can surely fly too...” (Granny said much the 
same thing but, not in such kind words...) | understand that most 
people would rather read “Playboy” but, mine is less likely to get 
you whooped by your spouse...So, enjoy! 


Emil 


Rahat Palace Hotel - Akademika Satpayeva Ave., 29/6, Almaty 050040, Kazakhstan 
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THE NIGHTMARES HAVE AGAIN RETURNED... 
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For all our brave 
Russian Allied Officers 
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THE NIGHTMARES HAVE AGAIN RETURNED... 
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Mamma Saza way too much 
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waking up and b 


with 
believe 


dream of 
ders and it felt like an omen...The Day of the 


Dead is only a week away...It would seem that I have 


this 
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am starting to 
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THE NIGHTMARES HAVE AGAIN RETURNED... 


-oby Emil West 


Carlos says the Jorge was maybe the most dangerous 
man in Havana, a hot-headed revolutionary with a big 
mouth and not enough sense to know when to shut 
up...the powerful loved Havana the way it was and cared 
little for Jorge’s moral outrage about how so few 
controlled everything...you know that line...don’t ya? 
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THE NIGHTMARES HAVE AGAIN RETURNED... 
-by Emil West. 


She started or ended every conversation with either 
“Hun” or “Sugar” and somewhere in between she 
convinced you to do something that you would have 
normally walked away from, if you were polite...She 
had a touch and almost every man, even Dabber George 
was putty in her hands after that first “Hun.” 
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THE NIGHTMARES HAVE AGAIN RETURNED... 
-oby Emil West 


Emil West (2) i 


Rising star 
With my old and trusty Nikon F4s in hand and with only a 


single roll of 36 exposures...mostly due to the utter 
cheapness of WWWG... 
Story should be labeled, "Cheap-ass Trip to Singapore..." 
They didn't even give me a "one day" bus token... 
So here is what they got for their cheap-ass assignment.. 


IP TO SINGAPORE... DAY TRIP TO SINGAPORE... 


a’) Like () Comment > Share 
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Looking out my window...WAIT! This ain't Russia, Little Sister Shara!" 
lt's...is that a lady with fruit in her hair??? | swear...those guys look to 


7) Like C) Comment > Share 
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"Where do the children play?" 
that Cat Stevens song crackled over the shortwave and | 
was seriously confused over how to respond to you being 
"Cloudy?" 


In the Vanguard of the Revolution! 
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MONDAY AFTERNOON IN SEOUL: AN EMIL ANTHOLOGY... 
‘by Emil West 


A) my hy 


ee ee ee ae 


TERRE RE ETE T Gee 
: A fin 


Emil West ee 
~ Rising star 


MONDAY AFTERNOON IN SEOUL: AN EMIL ANTHOLOGY... 
‘oy Emil West 


NOW ON SALE! 

Hard to believe that it has been over a year since 
Emil was escorted to the airport after being politely 
asked to leave Korea. 

It even harder to believe that we are yet publishing 
another Emil book on Korea... 

We had just hoped to figure, that Emil might be able 
to just let it go and move on with his life? 

We hoped to see him off to find a better place in the 
sun or at least, a more interesting topic for us to 
publish...or, So was our first thought(s) until we took 
the time to look at all the illustrations... 

Oops! Seems that Emil did move on in more than 
one way and after his most recent, six weeks of 
detainment in Hong Kong, he quickly sent us the 
proofs for this edition saying that it marks the 
anniversary of his deportation. 

It is remarkable how Emil doesn’t take any of this to 
heart nor does he let this provide him with a life 
lesion to help him reverse his generations of 
negative karma and his record book low level of 
lifetime obtained merit... 

Anyway, we are happy to present this, Emil’s 
newest creation. 
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MONDAY AFTERNOON IN SEOUL: AN EMIL ANTHOLOGY... 
‘oy Emil West 


eo LS 


eek Ti 
NS; NDNe Mh AREER SAP. 


MONDAY AFTERNOON IN SEOUL: AN EMIL ANTHOLOGY... 
‘by Emil West 


Emil West .% A 


Rising star 


MONDAY AFTERNOON IN SEOUL: AN EMIL ANTHOLOGY... 
‘oy Emil West 


MONDAY AFTERNOON IN SEOUL: AN EMIL ANTHOLOGY... 
-oby Emil West 


il 


/ 


{07 ON —=< KO 


-oby Emil West 


72 


= 
a) 
aa 


MONDAY AFTERNOON IN SEOUL: AN EMIL ANTHOLOGY... 
Ms 
oa yne 


Emil West :3 f 


Rising star 


MONDAY AFTERNOON IN SEOUL: AN EMIL ANTHOLOGY... 
‘oy Emil West 
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THANK YOU FOR BEING A GOOD SOCIALIST! 


Recent events seem to have drastically taken a toll and | 
look to have aged greatly in a mere matter of weeks... 
Or just maybe, I'm probably in need of more sleep, less 
Cuban Rum (amazingly, available everywhere here in 
Little India) or just to the opinion expressed by those of 
you on Facebook Messenger that | am in desperate need 
of a group intervention towards getting me both a haircut 
and a proper shave???? WYT? 


Emil West t J 


Rising star 
THANK YOU FOR BEING A GOOD SOCIALIST! 


Back to Singapore, here to clear my head, regroup and 
consider future options...hopefully get paid then pay my 
landlady for this over-priced, walk-in closet she so 
glowingly referenced in her advert as a charming, deluxe 
Suite...down here in the north-end of Little India...think that 
| will go eat at the Mexican Food Cafe down the street 
(good fish tacos...not quite Baja Style but close enough for 
Singapore, | guess?) and then back to my flat to watch the 
mp4 download of the new episode of the Walking 


Dead...— in Singapore. 


Emil West t 1 


Rising star 


YOU KNOW ME! 
‘by Emil West 
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YOU KNOW ME! 
‘oy Emil West 


YOU KNOW ME! 

I'm the guy who rents the backroom from that 
creepy guy who lives down at the end of the 
hallway and who keeps mumbling out loud about 
life but, it is just that he has gotten the story of 
Cain and Able confused with that of Ben and 
Jerry...| am a big reader and a fan of your brilliant 
writing...| get it! 

“| have connected the dots and believe that | have 
decoded the inner meanings and commands that 
lied in plain sight...1 am here to obey your 
command!” 

- Your Seventh! 

Then, the landlord gave me a long look, stared me 
directly in my bloodshot eyes — in that creepy way 
he always does as he asked me in a passing 
whimper of broken English “What a drama it has 
been already, today!” 

Not knowing the correct answer, not knowing what 
was expected of me as a reply or even what was a 
proper or even what a mere, polite response would 
be; still, | very much understanding that this creepy 
old guy has the ability, the evil, vindictiveness, the 
absolute power to make me homeless on his mere 
dislike of my response or by being a day past due 
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YOU KNOW ME! 
‘oy Emil West 


She started or ended every conversation with either 
“Hun” or “Sugar” and somewhere in between she 
convinced you to do something that you would have 
normally walked away from, if you were polite...She 
had a touch and almost every man, even Dabber George 
was putty in her hands after that first “Hun.” 
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YOU KNOW ME! 
‘by Emil West 


on his rent - as he was, indeed, my landlord, | shrugged 
my shoulders and continued down the steps and safety 
made it out of the old, double doors that served as an 
entrance to my row of flats. 

You have to understand that | have always seen history 
as if, it was like flashes of lightning. It is only by waiting 
and watching patiently for flashes of lightning that we 
can truly, yet hope to see all of the world’s drama 
played out daily and that we are in Paris, out here on 
the busy streets and boulevards of Paris, a city which 
graciously fields us on our every turning view new, 
amazing sights and fills our ears with its companion, 
customized, soundtrack, that of the low rhythm, the 
rumblings of business mutterings raising up into a 
haunting choir of honking, shrill blaring of unruffled 
horns of the car and lorry cluttered nearly every street in 
the city. 

From the upper floors of the tall business towers or 
looking down from any of the surrounding rooftops that 
overlooked the streets, it all seemed somewhat, 
somehow peaceful and tranquil as noise doesn’t travel 
well here...from this distance, it is much the same as 
watching ants scurrying all about their massive anthill. 
From a distance, there is a real sense of artwork and 
melancholy to these human ants scurrying all about. 
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YOU KNOW ME! 
-oby Emil West 


Annie originated over in the Western Islands and men 
were always knee-deep to a grasshopper waiting to bid 
for her attention...She said that her grandmother always 
use to say “Some people feel the rain but, most just get 
wet!” I am afraid to say, I have been wet most of my life 
unless we talk about Minnie...then, that’s different... 
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YOU KNOW ME! 
-by Emil West 


Once you came down and actual went out into these 
artistic ribbons, you quickly discovered that they were 
dirty, hot and crowded with what seemed to be, filled by 
all of humanity...divided up into massive columns based 
on some haphazard semblance of caste and privilege 
with the far smallest group being the fashionably 
clothed and properly accessorized stick figures whisked 
by the crowds in speedy imported autos, following on 
foot was the far largest grouping that played host to the 
great city’s working class, poor slobs who parade by us 
in an almost military uniformity, which somehow is 
striking, So compelling... 

It was enough to make me stop and devote my own 
personal time to watch and ponder this amazing, twice 
a day ritual — not including the week day addition of a 
mid-day (lunch) time matinee version. 

It is here in these fleeting glimpses of humanity, that you 
can see the flashing lightning of history waltzing and 
winking at us, as it So dapperly passes us by... 

In turn, as we pass history, yet in our own mad rush 
down to the local café with the cheap espresso and 
catty waiter, you know, it is the one we discovered last 
week with Mitch and Joan...or maybe, what you think? 


YOU KNOW ME! 
‘by Emil West 


I think Candi never much cared for clothes as I rarely 
saw her in any...she was a true Utopian Fresh Spirit and 
was rather well educated to be working here at Carlos’ 
I remember long conversations with her, she was well 
versed in politics, history and in every day living...if she 
would learn to like clothes, she could be a college 
professor...smart as a tack! 
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-oby Emil West 


We could go lounge about by the river front and jokingly 
watch the thousand-and-one painters trying to become 
the next Monet or maybe, we can get some fresh bread 
from the bakery and take an extended breather away 
from all this compressed and polluted air... just sit 
under a tree, down there at the riverside and spend the 
rest of the morning inhaling the coolness of air drifting 
up off the slowly passing river. 

Was that a tug boat captain waving to us? 

Instead, we elected by popular, democratic vote...she 
voted and | voted with her (no need to be on the losing 
side here!) we wondered all about the local tourist dens 
to enjoy the comical, pratfalls of a noisy group of rude 
tour group composed mostly of what looked to be about 
50 upcountry farmers and their wives on what must be 
their first trip to the big city or for that matter, any city of 
size or culture by their constant expression of wonder or 
distant to all of the new sights, fashions and even to the 
foreign sounds of the city. 

The best view and cheapest seat in town is an curb 
front café where we can nurse an espresso while 
watching incidents of street crime, episodes of lustful 
passion with seemingly total disregard to a public place, 
all this and more, sadly, without the connectability, 
without links of the dots to allow us to understand the 
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The morning sun painted her figure as she laid there, 
propped up on the unkempt bed while down in the 
street, the morning merchants were already hawking 
their wares to the strolling tourists...she smiled and 
asked why I was leaving so early...smiling back and 
with a wink, I said that I didn’t really need to... 
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greater plots and deeper meanings of these flashes of 
history’s lightning. 

All in all, isn’t this why we left the shitholes where we 
were born and raised in and sought pilgrimage to the 
city that sits in the very center of everything 
worthwhile... 

What a spectacle the city is, wnat a medley of motives, 
what a confused jumble of sincerity and hypocrisies, 
heroism and brutalities, villainies and virtues! 

Where else can you get all this and so much more ...all 
for the mere price of admission (a one-way ticket, a few 
francs spending cash and your rent money) and we are 
equally blessed by a government who doesn’t feel any 
urgent need to count our heads or to stamp our hands 
in order for us to come back into the park. 

| have read and consider it to be a truthful point to be 
made that “...It happens in every great drama, a great 
deal of the tragic mischief had occurred before the 
curtain rose.” 

This could be no truer than with the (now) constant pitch 
battles over where to spend our summer vacation this 
year... 

“Always before the passage of our (Summer) plans 
comes the far-off murmur of its approaching wings.” 


B 


YOU KNOW ME! 
-by Emil West. 


It was late on a rainy Tuesday, a regularly dead night 
but, then out of the dark and brushing off the excess 
rain drops, she sat down at the bar...quiet...she didn’t 
say a word other than her drink order to the 
bartender...I started to approach but, then her look 
stopped me dead in my tracks... 
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Each of us, in this case, had heard it, distinctly or 
indistinctly, according to the accidents of personal 
experience with trying to decide to stay in the city or 
travel south to the beaches at Cannes for this summer’s 
break. 

It can do no harm (now) to say that this is and continues 
to leave me with a feeling of intense anxiety as to the 
future with this young woman. 

The result of our decision to soend the summer outside 
of Cannes, in her family’s country home has brought a 
certain relief. 

With the best of all possible intentions, she reported to 
her extended family and she mentioned that their 
reception of our summer plans had been met with utter 
enthusiastic. 

It hadn't been that - at least, it hadn't seemed to be that 
when the persons chiefly concerned were further 
quizzed. 

But their extended response had been just cordial 
enough not to be chilling, just warm enough to carry 
things off, to drown that far-off murmur of doubts that | 
still secretly harbored and which might (at any time) 
descend down upon our relationship like the approach 
of a mighty wind. 
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During the remain, the next days, of her visit with me, 
here at my flat in Paris... there had been the usual 
banqueting with friends and even some random 
strangers that latched on to our celebrations...with the 
customary toasting to the amity of us, the young, the 
loving couple, whose interests were so closely united by 
bonds of constant devotion and based upon the 
premise of everlasting love! 

And then, the return drive to the railway station to drop 
her off for the train back to her home in Cannes, the 
clatter of the traffic, the adieux, the throbbing of the 
engine, the starting of the train... 

a final wave goodbye. 

And then.... 

"Thank God, it's over!" 
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Outside the narrow group of common rouges that 
gathered about me (a group hailing, ironically enough, 
for all being cut from the same rude and self-centered 
piece of sack cloth) Mimi told me that she could not 
remember having (ever) heard, even in the coldness of 
the deepest winter, even one really warm word about 
us, not one story of an simple act of kindness, or even 
the slightest hint of generous condescension from any 
of us, even when such as it is easy for a personage to 
perform. 

On the contrary, Mimi was constantly hearing tales of 
our silly fooleries, of our collect overbearing behavior, of 
our deliberate rudeness, such as irresistibly recalled, in 
spirit if not in form, the conduct of the common barrater 
in the guise of foreign gentlemen, who, if the stories are 
to be credited, | been known to kick a lady out in the 
open streets and tell her to go home and mind her 
brats...that did happen but, not in the way that it was 
reported...the woman was Sammy’s ex-wife and she 
had no business out drinking while his children were 
home alone. 

In fact, | had been introduced to her (by a common 
friend) as this mindless, but mischievous, person, the 
ridiculous buccaneer, born out of his century, 


) 


SEVERAL WEEKS LATER 
-oy Emil West 


Emil West |; a 
=" Rising star 


SEVERAL WEEKS LATER 
-oby Emil West 


who was permitted to interfere in the destinies of 
anyone, to help to determine the fate of your 
pocketbook and was personally forgetful for the welfare 
of the women he left behind and the children of who...it 
was dutifully reported, had spawn outside the sanction 
of marriage. 

Mini was curious if it might be possible to justify this 
estimate of the nature of my true character by the 
narration of little incidents, and she wondered that 
though such trivial accounts, it might be, perhaps, bear 
largely on the judgment of a man whose she at first saw 
as a be-muddled intellect cannot distinguish between 
morality of the real world and of an entirely fantastic and 
fictitious one. 

Thank God, she believed that 

“No one, in their right mind would be so quite... so 
foolish...” 

Although, she continued by saying 

“,...We cannot escape from a conclusion almost equally 
degrading, if even, one percentage of the tales were 
true...” 
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Victor Hugo used to say that all men desperately desire 
relationships but, that only kings could afford it...and 
being a person of meager means, this was true and the 
last thing that | needed to complicate my simple life, 
here in Paris, was a clingy women needing the financial 
support of a husband. Is this why | am spending my 
summer holidays here in the city instead of in the 
country air, down near Cannes. 

| lived simple and | never went for more than a few days 
without finding the proper coinage to pay my rent...with 
relationships comes the institution of marriage and it 
cares a life sentence of responsibilities, the solemn 
commitment to spending the remainder of my quickly 
fading youth in the ragged vestiges of a working slob, 
toiling away, six-teen hours a day to put my entire pay 
check into the hands of some women who despises me 
for how little | can give her. | am happy with my life as it 
is...| certainty do not need to add and only need to 
subtract those who seek to enslave me on the altar of a 
marriage bed. 

But, Mimi, she is different and | do hear tell that she has 
money of her own. | have been told that her family did 
very well for themselves during the Napoleon Years and 
acquired a great estate north-east of Paris. 
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“Why can | not be a kept man?” 

| have often tossed out this question not so 
extemporaneously but, | have yet to catch anything 
other than extended bouts of hysterical laughter, 
sometimes to the point that the person could not catch 
her breathe. 

“In spite of grave warnings,” Mimi called to invite me to 
meet her for dinner tonight at 10 PM. 

This seemed rather odd for a woman of her age and 
even in her times, for her to call a gentleman...but, 
then, who am | fooling, | am not a gentleman... 

| am a rude, rustic, poor slob dreaming of being a kept 
man... 

| said “yes!” of course! 

As | was getting ready for my early dinner with Mimi, a 
letter was slide under my door with a post mark from 
Cannes. 

No time to worry with that now... 
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"The more things change the more they stay the 
same..." | had an old Sargent tell me this when | was 
but a youngster, just in the Army and still very wet 
behind the ears... 

He was a wise man that | never truly appreciated at the 
time...just wish he was still around so that | could share 
my current belief that he was a hell-of-a-lot smarter that 
| could have ever imagined back then... 

He died right after that on a night mission in Laos 
(1974) - that | believe | am still not allowed to discuss... 
But, his wisdom lives on and over the years, | have 
begun to realize that | am a better person due to what 
he tried to teach me... 

"Hey Sarge! You were NOT such an old fart after alll!!!" 
24 JAN 2019 

Heading upcountry on the morning bus...had this 
sudden notion to visit the resting place of my old 
Sargent while | was here...| was just thinking about him 
the other day and | believe | owe it to him to see that he 
is properly buried and that his grave is up-kept... 

More later... 

Don't consider any other place...and prices that surely 
can't be beat...Best home grown coffee and food in 
town... 


https :/www.facebook.com/pilgrimskitchenandinn/ 
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26 Jan 2019 

The grave yard was difficult to get to...not on a main 
road here in Northern Laos and then, to find his actual 
grave was a tiring, long afternoon... 

But, he is there, buried in a section which seems to be 
reserved for French Foreign Legionaries (and their 
associates...a few Americans too’). 

The cemetery looks to be well run and | was amazed 
that the graves dates back into the early Colonial 
Times... 

Master Sgt. Moises is indeed resting in peace and | 
shared a bottle of local whisky with him... 

Then | went back to the hotel... 

RIP Sarge!! 


@ 


Age without grace...yet another in a series of shameless 
plugs to all ya seniors out there, everywhere... 
"This is still hard, even after all these years, it never 
leaves me...it is always just there, right off page one of my 
daily thoughts..." 
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Postcards from the Front: China: The Manchukuo Press Junket 1936 (English 
Edition) 


Postcards from the Front 


China 


The Manchukeo Press jemket 1936 


Postcards from the Front: China: The Manchukuo Press Junket 
1936 (English Edition) 


:-//www.amazon.co.jo/dp/BO7CQYSOWN Pfbclid=lwAROTP 
UINL-S-AAb3Iz9FG Z9A8Fd9Rrgp0tR4shhv8Fm2TTo-eDI7Qp66Y 
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NEW AND ON SALE! 
Day Trip Tours: WAT PO 


GREETINGS TO ALL YOU EMIL DEVOTEES.... 


Ve were delighted that Emil finally followed instructions and actually 
completed an assignment as per our expressed wishes...even scarier, Emil did 
all of this without the usual cadre of complicated hassles, a string of random 
complaints and most mysteriously, there was not even a single, not one 
unreasonable request(s) or questionable billing(s)... 

This may, very well turn out to be the end of civilization as we have grown to 
know...and, fondly adhered to... 

Maybe, the Mayans truly did know all about this quantum disruption in the 
accepted, universal order but, they ended up getting the year 
wrong...reasonable excuse, given the fluid nature and progression of Emil’s 
descent into his self described status as a “Born Again Pagan.” 

Could you feel it energy reverberate all throughout the force? 

Ve surely did! 

On the other hand, why IookK a gift from the gods and not being Emil, | am 
rather hesitant to challenge what fate has left on our door stop...Emil even paid 
the correct postage.. 

Otherwise, we are pleased to present this month's edition 


Seine LaGone 
https: /Awwwe_amazon.com/dp/BO7PNKT15B/ref=sr_1_1...Emil West 


AMAZON.COM 


https://www.amazon.com/dp/BO7PNKT15B/ref=sr_ 1 1?qid=1552657317&refineme 


nts=p 27%3AEmil+West&s=digital-text&sr=1- 
1&text=Emil+Emil&fbclid=lwAR3QT2gSIDcWbyPVjrGcpp3Y XYhHO3jxvO4zoCv1iEqkG 
oNyyU 73FmRJtzO 
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1,000 MORE FOTOS FROM EMIL 
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More fotos added... 
https:/Avww.flickr.com/photos/emilinsingapore/? 


Write a comment © 2 


More fotos added... 
httos://www.flickr.com/photos/emilinsingapore/? 
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Check it out...had to drop some videos and lost 2 million views but, it was 
worth it not to be extorted by rouge, music copyright FAKE claimers,,, 

Ve are still at over 5 million views...even though it has been three years since 
the last video posted.,,, 


ALL RIGHTS RESERVED 

1973 — 2043 CE 

FOR INFO CONTACT US @ 
fr westi999 ahoo:com 


http://www.youtube.com/user/fred west1999 


—— 5 a VIEWS.... 
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Check it out...had to drop some videos and lost 2 
million views but, it was worth it not to be extorted 
by rouge, music copyright FAKE claimers,,, 

We are still at over 5 million views...even though it 
has been three years since the last video posted... 
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https://www.amazon.com/Day-Trip-Tours-WAT-PO- 
ebook/dp/BO7PNKT15B/ref=sr_ 1 4?qid=1560252059&refinements=p 27%3AEmil+ 
West&s=digital-text&sr=1-4&text=Emil+West 


Emil West | 


das ‘Rising star 


REVOLUTION: INDIA 
-oby Emil West 


—s REVOLUTION 


WWWG6G Productions Ltd. Singapore 
Copyright 2019 CE 


https://www.amazon.com/REVOLUTION-Screens-India-before-Mutiny- 
ebook/dp/BO7NTPYY8T/ref=sr_1 7?qid=1560253139&refinements=p 27%3AEmil+ 


West&s=digital-text&sr=1-7&text=Emil+West 


